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One  thing  only  I  know  and  declare  : 
'T.a  ih3.t  Justice  must  sway, 

Ere  the  heart  of  th?  world  be  at  peace 
With  itself  or  the  day. 
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TO  mr  SMOTHER 

Aye  when  the  world  seems  /i ear i less,  drear,  nnd 
cold, 

When  from  Its  mockery  my  soul  would  hide. 

And  melancholy  otily  doth  abide 
To  wrap  ire  in  its  heaiy  ebon  fold , 
I  can  retire,  disquietude  untold, 

My  troubles,  childlike,  unto  her  confide, 

With  her  in  waking  dreain  sit  side  by  side, 
And  shed  my  bitter  tears  as  once  of  old. 
Her  memory's  a  sanctuary  no7v, 

Thouj^h  lono,  long  years  have  veiled  her  from 
my  sight ; 
Almost  I  feel  her  hand  upon  my  brow, 

^Ind  then  the  darkness  is  transfrmed  to  light  : 
But  when  I  cry,  "  My  mother,  it  is  thou  ! " 

T/te  vision's  gone :  I  sit  alone  with  night. 


\  ■^\'\ 


PREFACE 

"...  There  is  a  diary  of  the  affections 
-which  we  might  keep  for  years  without 
having  occasion  even  to  touch  upon  the 
exterior  surface  of  life,  our  busy  occupations 
— the  met  hanical  portion  of  our  existence  : 
yet  by  the  last  wc  are  Judged,  the  first  is 
never  known.' — Bulwek. 


"  /;/  the  ininiense  sum  of  human  exist- 
ence, ivhat  is  a  single  unit:'  .  .  .  What  a 
world  of  hope  may  be  bunrd  in  a  single 
grave!''      Bui.wkr. 


"  To  aspire  is  to  be  alone." — BuLWER. 


Echoes  from  the  Sohtudes 


First  of  all,  belong  to  yourself. 

Look  things  straight  in  the  face  :  separate 
them  from  all  you  have  been  taught,  whether 
by  church,  school,  or  parents.  Look  at 
them  from  the  standi)oint  of  your  own 
reason,  in  the  light  of  your  own  day.  This 
is  your  birthright :  use  it. 

It  is  better  that  we  pass  away  with  our 
time.  How  could  we  ever  explain  ourselves 
to  those  who  have  not  known  us  in  our  sur- 
roundings— our  parents  and  our  daily  lives, 
our  educational  atmosphere !  And  T  might 
add  our  prejudices,  which  prevent  our 
march  with  time. 


When    I    ptMider    on    all    that    has    been 
accomplished   by  the  Shakespeares  and  the 

A 
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Goethes  of  all  climes  and  of  all  ages,  I  am 
forced  lo  believe  that  these  spiritual  giants 
are    in    some    real    sense    immortal.      Ihe 
evolution   of   the   higher    senses   will   bring 
about   a   revolution   in    our  faiths,  and  the 
crude  superstitions   of   the    materialist   will 
be    succeeded    by   the    speculations   of  the 
scientific  spirituaUst.      It  is  curious  to  ob- 
serve how  all  the  "  impossibilities "  m  the 
domain  of  matter  are  with  each  succeeding 
day  transformed  into  "possibilities."     And 
each  dav  stretches  out  its  hands  laden  with 
new  tools  /or  the  use  of  to-morrow.     ^^  hat 
discovery  will  to-morrow  proclaim  ? 

At  Stratford-on-Avon  I  was  impressed  by 
the  Oatness  of  the  place.  On  expressing  my 
disappointment  to  a  Scotch  labourer  m  the 
nei'/hbourhood,  the  man  replied,  "  Nae 
doubt,  ma  leddy,  the  Lord  Almighty  put 
Shakespeare's  talent  into  him  at  his  birth  ; 
for  there's  naething  here,  I  Nvarrant  ye,  l)ut 
dulness." 


.'  Friends  are  a  costly  luxury,"  says  one. 
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Granted.  But  what  would  life  be  without 
friends  !  Emerson  said,  "  I  guard  well  my 
friendships:  tliey  arc  more  to  me  than  any 
conceivable  fame." 

Often  I  have  sighed  for  two  lives  :  one  to 
experiment  with,  the  other  to  fall  back  upon 
when  experiments  failed. 

There  is  an  inside  and  an  outside  to 
everything.  A  healthy  body  must  have  a 
healthy  inside  and  a  healthy  outside.  We 
are  influenced  by  our  surroundings. 

O  for  a  breeze  in  the  churches  —  a 
spiritual  breeze  I  mean — thai  would  carry 
away  at  one  fell  SA'Oop  the  cobwebs  of 
unreason,  thus  permitting  preacher  and 
congregation  to  interest  themselves  in  the 
facts  that  pertain  to  their  own  lives,  rather 
than  in  the  fictions  of  the  past.  Thought 
is  a  flowing  stream.  I  think  it  was  the 
poet  Rogers  who  was  asked  by  a  lady  what 
was  his  religion.  He  replied  that  his  reli- 
L'ion  was  that  of  all   sensible  men.     "And 
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what  religion  is  that?"  said  the  Jady. 
"  That,  no  sensible  man  ever  tells,"  was 
the  rejoinder. 

The  poet,  the  painter,  the  musician  are 
branches  from  one  root.  They  are  searchers 
for  the  ideal,  each  in  his  own  path. 

Sundnv  Night.— \l^v&  just  heard  that  Dr. 
James  Martineau  is  dead!  A  great  soul! 
What  of  it  now  ? 

Rest  on  your  own  thought.  Let  nothing, 
no  loss,  nor  the  thought  even  of  death,  de- 
press you.  Seeing  that  death  is  inevitable, 
why  should  we  be  so  constituted  that  the 
thought  of  it  is  repugnant  ? 

What  superficial  lives  people  are  living,  and 
only  the  realities  are  worth  living  for !  Ah, 
it  is  so  much  to  meet  a  thinker,  especially 
one  who  has  the  courage  of  his  opinions. 

Seeing  that  the  world  was  made  so  good, 
one  cannot  but  wonder  that  it  was  not  made 
better. 
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What  is  genius?  It  is  the  glance  of 
youth  and  age  comlnned ;  it  is  the  mascu- 
line and  feniiiiine  glance  combined  ;  it  is 
the  spontaneous  glance  of  Nature  herself. 

Scotland,    August    1901. — Let     the    sun 
shine  and  the  waves  sparkle  and  the  birds 
sing  and  the  brooks  ripple,  and  let  us  have 
the  inspiration  of  wit  and  the  wholesome- 
ness  of  laughter ;  and  let  us  have  all  these 
things  on  the  seventh    day  as  well    as    on 
the  other  six,  so  that  the  seventh  day  be- 
come not  to  humanity  a  period  of   insup- 
portable solemnity  and  of  utter  stagnation. 
To  worship  the  Bible  or  the  Church  or  the 
Sunday  as  our  forefathers  did,  would  require 
us  to  renounce  our   reason   to-day — would 
require  us  to  turn  back  the  hands  on  the 
dial  of  time. 


The  world  moves,  and  he  who  would 
advance  with  it  must  Ijc  continually  ex- 
changing old  ideas  for  new  ones.  To  the 
severely  dogmatic,  conservative  temperament, 
to  whom  custom  is  a  god,  I  cannot  explaui. 


H 
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A  thcjught  passing  througli  ihe  brain  is 
the  greatest  of  miracles. 

Write  your  name  upon  your  portrait; 
otherwise,  in  five  or  ten  or  twenty  years 
people  may  doubt  it"  tlie  picture  be  of  you 
or  of  some  one  else. 

What  a  rush  and  clamour  and  struggle 
and  competition  in  the  world  of  affairs ! 
And  all  tliat  is  greatest  and  most  beautiful 
springs  out  of  the  mysterious  silences,  like 
the  snowdrop  in  spring. 

If  millionaires  could  buy  a  milUon  of 
health,  or  of  youth,  or  of  genuine  affection, 
one  could  understand  their  readiness  to 
sacrifice  nU  for  money. 

It  matters  to  the  world  now  and  always 
if  our  lives  are  spent  well  or  ill :  surely  also 
in  some  way  it  matters  to  us  personally, 
ultimately. 

I  am  a  part  of  the  moment  in  which  I 
live,  a  part  of  its  sun  and  moon  and  stars 
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and  earth  and  sea.  I  am  set  in  them  and 
we  are  moved  on  to-elher.  Each  life  is 
a  cameo  cut  in  the  rock  of  ages. 

My  hope  for  humanity  is  that   T  regard 
it  as  a  plant  seeking  the  light. 

To   converse   helps    thinking.     The    ball 
needs  to  Ix:  thrown  back. 

With  the  advance  of  scientific  knowledge 
I  suppose  that  a  life  may  be  prolonged  far 
beyond  anything  we  have  yet  seen.  With 
a  knowledge  of  the  elements  which  go  to 
make  wh  '  0  call  life,  if  one  element  de- 
cays we  n.  /  learn  to  supply  it.  In  other 
words,  why  may  not  science  enable  us  to 
surmount  death  ? 

What  matters  it  if  we  speak  of  the  God- 
head as  one  or  three  or  twenty?  But  it 
matters  that  we  try  to  be  honest  in  our 
speech  and  in  our  deahngs  one  with  another. 

It  is  a  good  general  rule  never  to  quarrel 
with  anvbndv. 
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How  strange  it  seems  that  thu  material 
things  remain,  while  the  personalities  pass 
away !  Here  the  watch  is  ticking  while  the 
loved  hand  that  wound  it  is  cold — dead ! 


As  I  look  al  my  hand  aiid  see  the  veins 
I  say,  "There  runs  the  hlood  of  my  father 
and  my  mother !  "  Both  father  and  mother 
were  exceptionally  great  and  good.  Surely 
1  must  live  nobly  ! 

()  it  is  well  to  have  one  little  corner  to 
oneself,  to  live  in  or  ...  to  die  in  ! 


In  the  life  of  the  spirit  (the  real  life),  a 
good  new  resolution  means  a  step  into  a 
better  world. 

Shall  I  be  afraid  to  descend  into  that 
dark  tomb  whence  so  much  beauty  springs? 
Just  look  into  the  face  of  that  flower  !  [A 
Polyanthus  in  early  spring.] 

Jaiiiiur\'    3rd. — The    beautiful    thoughts 
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that  pass  through  my  brain  suy-^est  that 
there  must  be  somewhat  more  satisfymg 
than  all  this  that  fills  my  days. 

The  face  of  the  country  changes  with 
time,  even  as  the  human  face  alters  with 
the  varied  experiences  which  years  bring  to 
all.  The  photographer  tries  to  efface  the 
wrinkles  :  the  artist  studies  to  show  them, 
knowing  that  they  express  character. 

I  feel  like  a  lone  rock  out  on  a  boundless 
sea. 

I  have  read  that  the  name  Morgan  means 
"  of  the   sea."     No   \Yonder   that    I    am    a 
lover  of  Nature.     According  to  legend  the 
Mary-Morgans    were    an    uncannie    lot— a 
cross  between   the   natural   and  the  super- 
natural—appearing as  sirens,  fairies,  naiads  t 
There  is  a  well-known  book  by  Emile  Sou- 
vestre    entitled    Les   Dernicrs   Bretons.      At 
page  1 19  the  legend  of"  Une  Mary-Morgan, 
princesse  (sirene)  qui  habite  I'etang  du  due, 
pres  de  Vannes,"  is  related. 
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I  recall  also  the  song  in  which  occurs  the 
lines  :  — 

"O  voyageur.  entfiids  ces  accords 
Qui  melcnl  en  (k>  rafales, 
La  vnix  niagiquc  el  leiidre  des  cors 
Kt  ks  liarpes  triomphales. 
Celle  qui  t'apperait  la-bas, 
De  frais  glaieuls  coiffce, 
C'esl  Morgaiie  la  fee  ! "  &c. 

As  huniai.ity  arrows  in  power,  time  and 
space  become  more  and  more  suhordinate. 
Mind  must  triumph  at  last.  It  is  cruel  the 
power  of  time  an  1  space  at  present  to 
separate  friends.  In  my  lines  on  I'riend- 
ship  reference  is  matlr  to  this  Ijtdief. 


rUIENDSIIIP 

When  fiiend  to  friend  hatli  spoken  ihe  farewell. 
And  trembled  al  the  thought  that  ne'er  again 

Perchance  they  two  shall  meet — the  magic  spell 
Of  sacred  friendship,  is  it  r.tit  in  iwain? 

From  shore  to  shore  the  waves  ot  ocean  roll, 
From  East  to  West  tlie  lonely  breezes  blow, 

And  shall  not  soul  commune  with  kindred  soul 
In  mutual  sympathetic  ebb  and  flow? 


Echoes  from  the  Solitudes     ii 

icjoi.— Good  morning  !    I  have  seen  the 
turn  of  a  century.      Strange  to  think  that  I 
and  all  who  have  seen  it  shall  n()t  see  the 
turn  of  another  '.     In  the  words  of  Rahel  Von 
Varnhagen  ^Heine's  friend)  I  would  say  :— 

"  May  the  New  \'ear  be  less  cruel  than 
its  predecessor!  I  wish  to  the  stupid  a 
little  reason,  and  to  the  reasonable  a  little 
poetry.  To  the  rich  I  wish  p  heart,  and 
to  the  poor  a  little  bread.  But  above  all 
T  wish  that  we  may  speak  as  little  ill  of  one 
another  as  possible  in  this  New  Year." 


In  going  through  (ioethe's  house  at 
Weimar  and  seeing  the  small  modest  room 
where  he  died,  I  could  not  help  thinking 
how  little  is  required  by  genms  '. 

Loudon,  1 90 1. —Will  you  go  by  the  under- 
ground ?  No,  most  certainly  not.  Under- 
ground is  bad  enough  for  the  dead  :  let  me 
be  above-ground  so  long  as  I  can  choose 
my  own  way.  Ballooning  would  suit  me 
best;  but  that  is  not  yet,  though  it  is 
coming    in    the   near   future.      I    should    he 
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willing  to  give  twenty  years  of  my  present 
life  in  exchange  for  twenty  years  of  the 
next  century. 

It  is  noticeable  how  much  time  is 
devoted  now  to  physical  exercise.  One  gets 
weary  hearing  of  golf,  &c.  ...  It  may  l)e 
pardonable  to  ask  if  the  brain  may  not 
deteriorate  for  want  of  exercise.  And  girls 
are  growing  so  big,  so  g?  ■  mtic  :  they  are 
over-topping  the  men  ! 

Avoid  an  unbroken  routine.  The  change 
even  Irom  one  room  to  ano'hcr  is  better 
than  no  change.  Remember  that  "he  who 
sees  only  one  thing,  and  that  always  the 
same  thing,  sees  nothing  at  all." 


We  are  all  travellers  more  or  less  coura- 
geous, more  or  less  hopeful,  crying  out 
How,  Whence,  Where,  and  listening  to  our 
own  voices  as  they  echo  back  to  us  from 
the  solitudes. 

The  IVcltschmcrz  has  been  my  malady 
from  the  first  moment  of  my  thinking  being. 
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I  am  continually  feelini^  the  contrast  be- 
tween the  is  and  the  ;;;/;'•/;/  /kii'c  hnn. 
Music  sadd'-ns  while  it  soothes  me.  My 
voice  is  full  of  tears. 

How  can  any  one  be  actually  thoughtfully 
happy  whilst  not  knowing  what  has  become 
of  the  dead  !  There  can  be  no  peace  in  my 
soul  so  long  as  I  am  sensible  of  suffermg 
and  ])rivation. 

O  for  the  history  of  the  soul ! 

A  new  resolution   is   a   new   day   in    the 
world  of  spirit. 

,//»-</ 6///,  1899. — To-morrow  will  be  my 
birthtlay.  It  is  still  winter,  cold  and  cheer- 
less. Perhaps  the  spring  will  come  to- 
morrow!  I  ponder  the  mystery  of  life. 
As  long  as  1  can  remember  1  have  been 
pondering  that.  My  consciousness  must 
have  wakened  on   that   very  thought. 

Some  one  has  sent  nie  some  llowers. 
Flowers  are  a  great  pleasure  to  me.  '1  hey 
are  lovely  companions.     Sometimes  1  think 
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I  must  get  a  little  garden  in  some  warm 
sunny  clime  and  turn  gardener  for  the  rest 
of  my  days.  My  books  and  my  flowers  and 
my  poetry,  and  the  skies  and  the  sea  and 
the  sun  .  .  .  and  the  butterflies  (type  of 
the  soul) — these  are  my  boon  companions  ! 

My  father  had  the  neatest  way  of  hitting 
off  a  serious  argument  with  a  touch  of 
humour.  Once  we  were  talkmg  about  the 
Hereafter.  He  said,  "  I  am  very  hajipy  in 
this  world,  an'  \pect  to  be  happy  in  the 
next :  it  I'm  not,  1  U  not  stay  I  " 

"  O  thnu  beautiful  delicate  little  flower, 
rooted  in  heaven,  and  somehow  blossoming 
on  earth  I  /  am  like  a  lone  leaf  on  the  sea 
getting  whirled  away  from  all  its  dear  ones." 
So  said  a  great  genius  to  me  as  he  passed 
away  to  that  liourne  from  nhich  no  traveller 
returns.  His  words  seemed  to  leave  a  bless- 
ing in  my  >oul. 

If  one  could  be  in  tb,e  full  vigour  of 
thought  at  the  last  moment  of  earthly  life 
.   .   .  what  a  passage ! 
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How  many,  alas,  die  of  a  broken  heart ' 
Far  ni  -re  than  the  world  knows. 

Imagination  is  the  most  precious  endow-  . 
ment.  ^  It  is  the  pearl  of  great  price.  It  is 
divine.  It  is  of  the  high  gods.  Without  it 
man  is  a  machine  ;  having  it,  lie  is  a  creator. 
The  poet  may  well  be  proud.  The  bard 
of  Scotia  unhesitatingly  sul)scribed  him-elf, 
Robert  Burns,  Poet.  This  self-knowledge 
the  world  calls  egotism. 

And  again  the  poet-genius  said  to  me: 
"  At  night  I  run  through  the  frf-zen  streets 
and  the  cold  glistening  >now,  and  my 
heart  cries  out,  '  O  G'^d  for  a  home,  for  a 
home! '  ' 

I  sat  up  at  midnigl.L  and  watched  the  fire 
burn,  and  felt  a  sort  of  companionship  in 
the  blazing  logs. 

Munich,  iqco.— \N'hence  comes  tlie  fond- 
ness for  candles  at  a  death-bed  or  at  a 
grave  ?  Is  it  expected  that  the  light  of  the 
candle  will  illuminate  the  path  of  the  soul? 
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O  to  he  buried  away  up  among  the  fleecy 
clouds,  and  not  he'.ow  under  the  ground. 
Surely  tliere  will  be  somebody  to  see  that  I 
am  cremated. 

Cremation  is  doubtless  the  best  way  of 
disposing  of  the  ilead.  The  most  desirable 
also.  To  bury  corpses  in  churches  is  surely 
the  most  hideous  mode  to  the  rational  mind. 
I  sympathise  with  those  who  choose  crema- 
tion, or,  failing  that,  give  preference  to 
simple  burial  somewhere  out  in  the  open. 

"  Mes  chcrs  ami>.  qn.md  je  mnuriai, 
I'lantL'z  un  saule  .lu  cimeticre. 
j'aime  son  ifuillrige  ejilnrL-. 
La  iialeur  nvcn  tsi  (iouce  L-t  chcie. 
Et  son  (1111  hre  sera  Ictjcre 
A  la  tene  oii  ie  dnriiiirai  I  " 

— x\l.lKi;i)  I)F.  MUSSET. 


"  My  frienils  beloved,  when  I  shall  die, 
A  willow  ];lant  upon  my  t^rave. 
I  love  to  hear  its  branches  sit^h, 
And  see  the  pallid  leaflets  wave. 
That  its  sweet  shadow  lit^htly  lie 
Where  I  shall  sleep,  is  all  I  crave." 

Translation^  Maky  Mdrcan. 
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Tutto  n'fonin,  says  the  Lilian:  and  I 
believe  that  a  profound  truth  hes  therein. 
In  "  Auld  Lang  Syne  "  we  lind  Prof.  Max 
MuUer  saying — 

"...  And  yd  tlirre  is  conuiuiily  in  the  world, 
there  is  no  fluw.  no  i)reak  anywhere,  and  what  has 
been  will  surely  he  attain,  lhou<;h  how  it  will  be  we 
cannot  know.  .  .  .  As  we  grow  ohl  it  is  our  fate  to 
lose  our  friends;  but  the  friends  we  have  lost  are 
often  nearer  to  us  than  the  friends  who  remain.  Will 
they  never  be  quite  near  to  us  again?  Stars  meet 
stars  after  thousands  of  year^,  and  are  we  not  oi 
more  value  than  many  a  star?"" 


Out  of  the  diary  of  my  "long  ago"  I 
copy  this,  for  the  nivstury  of  which  it  treats 
remains  for  me  the  same  : — 

This  mystery  of  life,  what  is  it?  Only 
this  morning  the  little  dog  "  Glucose  "  was 
so  full  of  the  gladness  of  life,  running  after 
the  carriage  to  bark  as  usual  ;  Ijut  the  wheel 
passed  over  him,  and  he  was  crushed,  and 
as  he  lay  on  the  doorstep  dying  I  called, 
Glucose!  and  he  tried  to  rise  and  follow 
me,    and    his    eyes    spoke    lutdligem-c   and 
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affection.  Who  dare  affinn  that  the  spirit,  or 
whatever  we  choose  to  call  it,  has  gone  out — 
is  fiot.  Is  it  not  as  reasonable  to  suppose 
that  the  affection  and  intelligence  which 
dwelt  in  him  have  only  changed  their  dwell- 
ing-place, as  to  believe  that  we  ourselves  are 
on  the  way  to  something  higher  ?  When  I 
looked  at  Glucose  as  he  lay  dead,  he  ap- 
peared totally  unlike  what  he  had  been — 
the  diiierencc  being  as  great  as  that  between 
the  living  and  the  dead  of  our  own  species. 
That  wondrous  life  that  had  slione  through 
the  eyes  had  passed—we  can't  tell  where — 
but  it  /iuci  passed,  for  now  I  looked  on 
vacancy. 

1 90 1. — "  The  Queen  is  dead  !  God  save 
the  King!"  Here  we  see  the  quick  suc- 
cession of  events  in  a  way  that  all  do  not 
realise  in  ordinary  circumstances. 


It  is  plain  that  the  poet  can  be  under- 
stood only  by  the  poet.  Of  course  the  poet 
may  be  writer  or  painter  or  musician,  &€. 


a 
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Consumptives  used  to  he  kept  shut  up  in 
a  room.  Now  th -y  are  kept  out  in  the  open 
air.  The  bchcf  of  yesterday  is  the  unheUef 
of  to-day. 

Nothing  so  precious  as  hfe !  Yet  we 
squander  it  as  though  everything  else  were 
more  precious  than  it.  "Give  me  health 
and  a  day  and  I  will  make  the  pomp  of 
emperors  ridiculous,"  said  Emerson. 

If,  on  the  one  hand,  life  be  like  a  tread- 
mill as  regards  routine,  yet  man  can  vary 
it  constandy  and  unhmitedly  through  his 
capacity  for  thinking. 

Some  are  always  longing  for  society,  afraid 
of  solitude:  others  welcome  a  wet  day  if 
only  because  they  think  it  will  save  them 
from  interruption.  Goethe  said  he  often 
went  to  his  bed  in  order  to  save  himself 
from  visitors  ! 

The  time  is  coming  when  one  will  con- 
sider  whether   he    will   travel   between   one 
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place  and  another  by  coach,  or  by  train, 
or  by  electric  ni(jtor,  or  by  steamer  on  the 
sea  or  under  the  sea,  or  by  balloon  !  A 
time  is  coming,  too,  when  machinery  will 
be  made  to  go  with  less  friction,  and  indeed 
when  all  noise  that  is  not  nmsical  shall  be 
eliminated. 

Scientists  are  still  talking  about  cells  and 
the  composition  of  cells.  They  have  not 
told  us  yet  whether  the  hen  or  the  egg  was 
first ! 

It  is  said  that  certain  flowers  do  not  thrive 
with  certain  others.  Place  one  in  a  glass  of 
water,  and  place  another  of  different  nature 
with  it,  and  the  first  will  droop  and  fade. 
The  same  may  be  said  in  regard  to  people. 
There  may  be  inexplicable  sympathy  or 
antipathy, 

I  have  a  l>elief  that  all  honest  thinkers 
and  workers,  filled  with  a  spirit  of  universal 
charity,  are  facing  the  rising  sun. 

Some  live  as  l)etween  two  walls,  and  only 
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sec  alon-  the  line  they  make  for  themselves, 
whether  politics,  commerce,  theology,  '.Vc. 
and  become  pessimists  through  want 
of  touch  with  the  unlimited  outside  and  its 
ever-widening  possibilities. 

To  be  aware  that  we  are  thinking,  and  yet 
not  to  understand  how  we  think,  is  a  curious 
puzzle. 

I  have  been  pondering  the  words  of 
Gerhart  Hauptman:  "Wenn  erst  das  drosse 
ins  Leben  tritt,  dann  ist  alles  Kleine  wie 
we^gefegt.  Das  Kleine  trennt,  das  Grosse, 
das  eint.  Der  Tod  is  immer  das  Grosse, 
der  Tod  und  die  Liebe.  Gott  is  mir  alles. 
Der  Pastor  nichts." 

How  the  mind  divides  people  1  Go  into 
an  omnibus  or  a  train  or  an  hotel,  and  your 
intuition  tells  you  that  only  here  or  there,  by 
a  happy  chance,  is  there  any  one  with  whom 
you  could  expect  to  hold  any  conversation. 

The   leaf  grows  and   matures  and  tails  : 
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man  does  the  same.  And  whether  the  pro- 
cess he  upward  or  downward,  all  is  in  the 
universal  consciousness,  all  is  life. 

When  as  a  child  I  was  told  in  my 
prayers  to  ask  all  things  for  Christ's  sake,  I 
replied,  Xo,  I  would  ask  for  my  own  sake ! 
The  reply  was  a  healthy  one. 

O  thou  beneficent  angel  Sleep !  I  hear 
mysterious  Night  call  thee  out  of  the  busy 
day.  Thou  flyest  on  noiseless  wings,  and  in 
thy  presence  all  is  peace. 


Often  I  have  sighed  for  the  bli.  being 

understood. 


I  have  never  felt  anxious  about  my  soul ; 
it  is  my  frail  body  that  troubles  me.  Yet,  in 
reading  "  The  Eternal  Conflict "  by  U'm. 
Romaine  Paterson,  I  may  say  that  I'rom  the 
innermost  depths  of  my  being  I  exclaim, 
"  Is  it  possible  to  exaggerate  the  strange  lot 
of  the  soul,  this  isolated  thing  in  the  midst 
of  the  unconscious  universe  which  streams 
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and  beats  upon  it,  this  too  sensitive  plant  in 
a  desert  of  dark  winds  ?  " 

The  cock  crows,  and  the  midnight  silence 
seems  greater. 

What  unspeakable  mystery  and  giandeur 
are  suggested  by  words  such  as  Soul,  Eteniuy, 
Nevermore,  Hope,  Life 

It  is  curious  to  think  of  the  dual  nature 
of  life  ;  the  unseen  life  of  thought,  and  the 
seen   life   of   action.     It   is    related   of   Sir 
Walter  Scott  that  being  so  extremely  hos- 
pitable and  sociable  one  of  his  visitors  was 
impelled    to    ask.    When    do    you    think? 
"  Oh,"  said  he,  "  I  lie  simmerinir  over  things 
f,.^'  an  hour  before  I  get  up.     Besides,  in 
the  plantations  while  Tom  marks  out  a  dike 
or  a  drain,  one's  fancy  may  be  runmng  its 
ain  riggs  in  some  other  world." 

A  noble  womanhood  is  the  strongest, 
loveliest  power  on  earth.  Would  that  all 
men    aspired    towards   it   with   profoundest 


'.•-ffe. 
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reverence  as  for  something  far  above,  never 
looking  below  as  for  that  which  was  beneath 
them  ! 

W!iat  we  usually  understand  by  aristo- 
cracy is  tlie  class  who  have  power  over 
material  things.  Popularly  speaking,  the 
term  pre-supposes  wealth.  The  nal  aristo- 
cracy is  so,  icthing  O  so  far  different ! 

Let  us  beware  of  legislating  for  futuritv 
lest  the  law  that  we  regard  as  a  boon  in 
our  day  may  j.rove  a  curse  in  an  age  dif- 
ferent from  ours. 


How  is  it  that  m  what  pertains  to  what 
we  call  "religion"  all  that  is  joyful  or 
nnrthful  has  been  excluded  ?  The  sunshine 
IS  surely  as  holy  as  tho  chuid. 

Imagination,  that  fire  of  the  gods' 
Though  kmdled  on  earth,  it  mounts  heaven- 
ward and  gives  light  to  the  stars. 

I   have    awakened  out   of   tlic   Universal 
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Consciousness,  and  I  conclude  that  I  shall 
awake  again  and  again  forever. 

Sarcasm,  judiciously  used,  is  a  splendid 
weapon.  A  witty  story  is  a  revelation.  A 
hearty  lau,h  is  an  chxir  of  life.  The  tear  ot 
joy  is  as  holy  as  the  tear  of  sorrow^  1  he 
courageous  mood  is  more  inspiring  than  the 
despairing  one.  Hope  is  the  mainsprmg  of 
action. 

My  first  printed  poem  was  to  the  effect 
ih.it  Thought  and   Sorrow  are  akm  :      and 


1  O  sweet  sad  face, 

Where  dwells  thy  ch.irm  ? 

Lurks  ii  in  ihy  waving  hair 

Or  in  thy  form  of  grace  so  rare  ; 

Come,  whisper  to  me,  whisper  where? 

In  many  a  scene  of  brilliant  throng 
Ive  watched  the  ma/y  dance  and  gay, 
Full  many  a  statelier  forrr.  I've  seen 
In  costlier  array  ; 

But  scarcely  have  I  found  that  look 
(Too  sweet  for  Nature  oft  to  trace), 
A.  if  of  thought  and  .orrow  fraught. 
And  both  so  deep  and  so  combined. 
One  dare  not  say  of  which  tb- nun,  . 
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as  life  goes  on  I  say  so  ever  more  en  pha- 
tically.  Ill  music  I  fnul  the  same  impres- 
sion expressed.  Jkcthoven's  Funeral  March, 
Chopin's  Funeral  March — all  that  my  soul 
draws  to  itself  seems  to  he  made  up  of 
Thought  and  Sorrow, 


The  physical  eye  sees  hut  a  short  distance  ; 
hut  to  tlic  mental  eye  what  vistas  open  ! 
To  the  intellect,  life  is  an  ever-changing 
panorama. 

We  project  ourselves  into  all  that  we  do 
or  say.  If  I  write  a  letter,  my  personality 
is  in  it  even  to  the  swing  of  the  pen. 

Artistic  nations  are  said  to  he  cruel. 
Where  is  the  connection  hetwcxn  art  and 
cruelty?  Gardeners,  'tis  said,  are  cruel. 
That  may  he  hecause  they  must  kill  in  order 
to  cultivate.  The  weed  has  to  be  rooted  out 
in  order  to  give  room  to  the  flower. 


A  serene  mental  atmosphere  is  absolutely 
necessary  for  the  best  work  of  the   scholar. 
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The  ploughman  .s'aits  for  the  ihunderstorm 
l   pass  over;  the  student  should  .autai 

his  nerves  be  quiet. 

Cultivate  the  mind.     It  contains  the  only 
furnishing  that  we  can  earry  about  w.th  us. 

Lomfo..— Noise  is  so  distressing  and  dis- 
tractin.',  I  wish  the  .u.ichinery  of  the  world 
were  well  o.led.     Wlrat  w,th  stony  streets, 

and  veh.eles,  and  °'=^^"-«""f  7'," , '' jn 
rare  thing  to  rest  in  peaee.  And  when  wtU 
men  understand  that  ,,uiet,  dignthed  speech 
,s  more  forcible   han  shouf.-  .  .nd  rant.ng 

I  sympathise  wuh  Schopenuauer  u,  hs 
suffermg  fron,  noise,  and.  Uke  bin,  won  d 
..  elap  into  the  ja.l  anv  "U.,  .bat  cracked  h.., 
whip  on  the  street." 

1  seem  to  have  been  born  tired.     Yet  T 
obey  all  the  laws  of  health  so  far  as  1  see 
them.     Why  then  should  I  be  t,red?.s. 
because  sotne  great  great  atrcestor  du    no 

obey  the  laws  of  healtl,?    What  use  c.,n  there 


IBl 

i 


28      ECUr         FKOM    THE    SoUTrrJES 

be  in  my  bjllering  for  his  ignorance  or  de- 
linquency ? 

The  dreamers  are  scoffed  at.  ^'et  they 
have  the  ideas,  and  the  ideas  gave  birtli  to 
the  steam-engine  ami  to  n-ireless  telegraphy, 
and  all  that  tlic  future  contains  ! 

Ah,  the  divinity  of  a  true  soul  full  of 
aspirations,  and  without  prejudices  !  I 
love  the  frank  glance  of  the  fearless  honest 
thinker. 

When  society  wishes  to  honour  a  man,  it 
invites  him  to  dinner,  and  stuffs  liim  with 
food  and  drink  !  This  is  our  Coasted  civi- 
lisation ! 

I  foresee  a  good  time  cornng  for  the 
world  of  humanity.  How  I  wish  I  could 
make  part  of  it  and  share  in  the  better 
things  my  mind's  eye  sees,  but  my  day 
will  be  done ! 


How    few  there    be    in    whom    one   can 
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place  absolute  confidence!     Th.  Hrs.  may 
be  candid  and  kind,  Imt    dangerouslv    im- 
pulsive ;  a  second  ...ay  be  logical  and   up- 
Ul    but   insn.fferably  selfish;  a  thinl  may 
be  sympathetic  and  pious,  but  timid    even 
to  cowardice.     And  so  on.   .   .   •  Generally 
speaking,  the  passions  and  the  superstitions 
still  rule  the  world.     The  golden  age-the 
a.e  of  Reason-is   still   but   the   dream  of 
the  poet. 

The  true  critic   has  a   noble  vocation,  if 
also  a  solemn  responsibility.     Of  course  1 
do  not  speak  of  the  critic  according  to  the 
popuhr  acceptation,  which  appears  to  mean 
only  one  who  finds  fault.     I  speak  ot    the 
cntic  as  judge.     The  criticism  or  judgn.nt 
may  be  f<.r  or  against,  or  pardy  one,  partly 
the   other.     To  call    names    is    undigmiied 
ar.d  a  waste  of  breath.     The  world  grows 
in    apprehension    and    can    distinguish    the 
fool  though  he  be  clad  in  lace,  or  the  king 
tiiough  he  wear  not  a  crown ! 

I    look    over    my    music.      Most    of   the 
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songs  are  trash,  and,  though  they  have  cost 
many   a    shilling,    they    hardly    boar    trying 
over  more  than  once.      The  sole  gem  among 
them  made  no  pretence  to  be  anything,  and 
I  bought  it  for  twopenc;  1      It  is  by  Metas- 
tasio    (the    words),    tlie    music    by    Deffell. 
I  have  never  heard  any  one  sing  it.      I  have 
never  met  any  one  who   knew   it.      It    has 
but  two  verses— beautiful  as  Heine.      It  is 
like  a  pearl  that  has  just  left  the  ocean  and 
still  retains  a  fragrance  of  the  briny  wave. 
And,  happily,  it  iias  fou'id  its  mate;  for  it 
is    wedded   to  a  rare,    unique    melody    that 
one  could  not  imagine  united  to  any  other 
words. 


I' 


Condemn  not  the  visionary  or  dreamer. 
Ask  yourself  what  the  world  would  Iv  with- 
out him.  Su[)pose  that  one  had  always  to 
talk  to  the  purely  practical  man,  the  man  of 
calculation,  of  severe  facts  and  settled  ideas; 
the  man  who  always  walks  the  straight  high- 
way without  shadow  of  turning.  What  a 
Sahara !  Rather  I  would  lay  me  down  by 
the  sea-bhore  and  lister,  to  the  voice  within 
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the  shell,  and  await  the  return  c.f  the  divinesl 
endowment  the  gods  have  known  to  create 
-the  suhlmie  power  we  call  imag>nahon. 

A  h.earty  laugh !     L^  there  anything  like 
it  for  bringing  thought  to  the  surface,  and 
.ood  nature  to  the  judgment?     It  is  spon- 
taneous-" the  spark  of  Nature  that  n.akes 
the  whole  world  kin."     It  avoids  argument, 
or    is    a    climax    to    discussion.       It    is    a 
bright  sunbeam  that  frightens  away  shadows 
Bamshitnot.     It  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the    forced    smile    or    the    frivolous    giggle. 
It  is  wholesome,  genuine.      It  brings  tears 
of  joy  to  the  eyes  and  imparts    a    healthy 
tone  to  the  entire  being. 

I  delight   in    a    nice    little    book,  and    a 
nice-looking    little    book      Not  bright  red, 
like  war  :  nor  tlanng  white,  like  a  common 
..rm-house;   !mt  rather  the  sober  deep  blue 
of  a  calm  sky,  that  is  suggestive  of  mcdi- 
tation  and  aspiration  and  of  an  eternity  to 
think  in-a  dreamland  of  the  poets,  with- 
out barriers,  without  noise,  without  routine 
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— nothing  but  the  low  musical  voice  of  the 
spheres,  and  the  whisper  of  the  still  small 
voice  of  the  soul  that  is  ever  calling 
"Higher!" 

1  have  learnt  to  lean  on  my  own  soul. 

If  we  are  created  of  the  gods,  and  they 
know  what  sufferings  we  inherit,  surely  they 
must  oftentimes  weep  for  their  creation. 

Why  is  cruelty  ? 

I  see  the  gulls  flying  over  the  water,  and 
I  grumble  always  that  Nature  gave  me  no 
wings. 

Life  is  but  another  name  for  struggle, 
T  have  always  seen  that. 

I  feel  that  my  body  is  mortal;  some- 
times I  think  I  feel  that  my  spirit  is 
immortal ! 

For  what  object  am  I?  I  know  nothing 
so  strange  as  that  1  should  exist  without 
knowing  for  what  object. 


Ifi: 
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If  I  could  live  without  pain,  and  with- 
out becoming  a  burden  to  others,  I  should 
like  to  live  from  sheer  curiosity  to  see  what 
this  Earth  arrives  at. 


i 


What  a  solitude  I  live  in  I  This  solitude 
may  grow  to  fit  me  like  a  garment. 

The  sky  looks  all  heavy  and  dark  this 
morning,  all  but  one  speck  of  blue  sky  just 
appearing.  It  suggests  the  golden  Oocus 
of  Spring  springing  out  of  a  carpet  of  dead 
leaves. 

Alone,  alone  !  How  the  waves  Ijeat  on 
the  shore  to-night !  What  is  my  life  ? 
What  is  it  to  myself  ?  What  is  it  in  Time 
— in  Eternity  ? 

Fehmarv  21. — I  am  not  afraid  of  those 
who  understand  me. 

What  a  beautiful  world  this  is  or  might 
be  .  .  .  but,  what  a  short  time  we  have 
here ! 
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If  there  he  a  journey  after  death  the 
saddest  thing  to  me  is  that  onr  should 
journey  alone ;  yet  in  Hte  one  is  alone.  And 
I  am  quite  sure  that  death  ends  all — the  all 
that  we  know  now,  not  the  all  of  Eternity. 


I  feel  as  if  I  had  wings  whieh  somehow 
I  can't  lift — a  physical  fuel  is  wanting. 

It  a{)pears  as  if  everything  'as  alive,  and 
was  only  dependent  on  certain  conditions 
to  show  the  life  that  is  in  it.  As  conditions 
aie  ever  changing,  so  shall  we  have  different 
manifestations  of  life,  and  thus  on  and  on, 
so  that  "  It  doth  not  yet  appear  what  we 
shall  be." 


March  5. — Learn  one  thing  if  nothing 
else  :  learn  to  take  care  of  yourself  so  as  to 
live  an  independent,  rational  life,  and  not 
be  a  burden  to  ethers. 

March  8. — The  moon  and  the  stars  shine 
on  the  like  to-night.  How  sublime  the 
study  of  astronomy !     I  could  give  myself 
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to  it,  and  in  it   forget  that   there  is  such  a 


thing  as  Death. 


I  -I 


Paris,  March  t6. — What  we  are  depends 
largely  on  what  is  outside  of  us  as  well  as 
on  what  is  in  us.  \\'e  are  communicated 
with,  as  much  as  we  communicate.  Certain 
ajjpcarances  stir  within  us  certain  trains  of 
thought  :  different  persons  call  from  us 
different  expressions,  different  emotions. 
We  have  a  part  in  all,  and  all  have  a  part 
in  us. 

I  find  comfort  in  the  thought  tliat  T  form 
a  portion  of  m\-  time,  and  am  carried  on  tlie 
arms  of  my  time  along  with  all  that  is  making 
])art  of  my  life — the  trees  and  grass  and 
birds  and  humanity,  so  that  living  or  dying 
I  have  my  setting  in  the  order  of  things 
material  and  S[)iritual.  Nothing  can  take 
me  out  of  my  place,  which  is  assured  with 
the  absolute  certainty  that  2  and  2  make  4. 


I 

s 


I  look  up  at   the  midnight  sky,  with,  its 
myriad  twinkling  stars,  and  I  forget  fear! 


'I 
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Lookini;  out  on  the  wondrous  beauty  ot 
the  earth,  it  appears  as  if  the  far-off  end 
might  be  trusted.  That  is  as  one  may 
speak  of  an  end.  For  after  all  it  is  only 
litth  things  that  have  ends  or  beginnings. 
There  is  an  unfinished  symphony  which  also 
never  had  beginning. 

The  human  being  is  suggestive  of  an 
oyster  in  its  shell.  Man's  j)rejudices  make 
for  him  impassable  walls. 


A  thought  given  out  is  as  a  stone  thrown 
in  water.      It  eauses  motion. 


That  which  we  call  "  death  "  would  not 
seem  so  hideous  had  it  been  ordained  that 
one  should  not  meet  it  alone,  but  with  the 
pleasant  companions  of  life.  To  know  that 
even  one  other  was  with  us,  and  meeting 
the  "  unknown  "  at  the  same  moment  with 
us,  would  lighten  the  dark  aspect. 


Never  do  I  see  a   steam-engine  go  past 
but  I  mentally  exclaim,  VVhat  a  miracle ! 
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Some  one  has  said  that  "  The  only  heresy 
that  is  known  among  the  angels  is  when  a 
man  stops  work  to  condemn  bis  neignbour 
who  does  not  think  as  he  doe;;." 

Always  it  has  been  my  idea  that  the  stage 
will  take  the  place  of  the  church.  It  has  to 
a  great  extent  already  done  so.  It  is  recrea- 
tion and  instruction  in  one. 

Mow  little  originality  there  is !  Walk 
through  a  picture  gallery,  and  then  count 
how  many  pictures  have  inspired  you. 

Why  should  a  dog  growl  at  you,  if  not 
that  it  thinks  ! 

Interesting  and  quaint  are  many  of  thc 
old  myths,  and  none  more  so  than  that  which 
relates  that  the  world  was  made  in  six  days ! 
Poor  Uttle  world ! 

Only  a  very  great  power  rould  imagine 
the  innumerable  ways  of  giving  us  pain. 
There  is  such   a    gamut  of  aches — all  the 
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way  from  a  toothache    -"  the  holl  o'  a'  dis- 
eases " — to  a  soul's  pang,  and  vice  verso. 

Our  annoyances  are,  mostly,  simply  mis- 
understandings. "  Father,  forgive  them,  for 
they  know  not  what  they  do,"  must  always 
l)e  the  prayer  (uttered  or  unutt^  red)  of  the 
generous  charitable  spirit. 

liow  muchtrouhlea  molherromes^hrou"-h 
m  bringing  up  a  chil<l,and  then  Death  takes 
the  mollier,  and  what  has  been  oi  what  can 
be  her  recompense? 


f'i* 
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Nature  ha?  made  a  muddle  of  some  things. 
A  man  loves  a  woman,  but  the  woman  does 
not  love  that  man.  It  is  not  his  fuilt  ;  it  is 
not  her  fault.      Whose  fault  is  it? 

Most  persons  are  married  :  how  many  of 
the.n  are  mated  ?  Some  there  be  who  are 
so  true  to  their  ideals  th.it  they  are  abso- 
lutely forced  to  rem.iin  single.  Some  meet 
the  one  elect  when  oni  or  oilur  has  con- 
tracted  oth,  r  tics.      Ami  'o,  for  one  reason 
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or  another,  in  most  lives  there  is  a  tear-drop 
in  the  heart  always. 

Is  not  the  first  and  l)est  relationship,  and 
most  enduring,  a  noble  friendship?  It  is 
rooted  in  the  soul,  and  is  ever  green.  lis 
branches  reach  fearlessly  out  Into  the  un- 
bounded garden  of  thought,  and  iis  flowers 
are  tended  by  the  high  gods. 

Only  in  exceptional  cases  may  Ine  marriage 
tie  have  anything  approaching  [)ermanency 
or  even  stability  in  its  character.  Tennyson 
has  well  said,  "  We  needs  must  love  the 
highest  when  we  see  it,  iVc.   .   .   ." 

It  is  best  surely  to  look  every  (luestion 
straight  in  the  face,  and  to  see  things  just 
as  they  are.  Only  thus  can  we  learn  to  deal 
with  things,  and  to  dis<Timinale  betwe'cn 
laws  that  are  just,  and  hnvs  that  are  purely 
conventional,  and  often  essentially  unjust. 

We    arc    sometimes     too     indisposed     to 
work,  and  we  fret  over  the  time  that  is  lost 
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in  waiting  till  Nature  makes  her  repairs. 
One  of  the  greau-t  trials  of  life  k  that  of 
suffiriii-^-  :v,ii/ti!i;:  \'vt  we  can  fiiul  a  con- 
solaiicii  in  the  knowK-dge  that  Nature  is 
doing  for  us  all  the  time. 


The  most  beautiful  things  become  ridi- 
culous if  not  in  right  hands.  Tristan  and 
Isolde  must  be  played  by  a  Tristan  and 
Isolde. 

That  ihe  (-liurch  and  the  law  should  hold 
uncongenial  married  couples  together  till 
death,  is  surely  a  barbarous  custom,  U!i- 
worlliy  of  what  \vc  call  our  civilisation.  It 
IS  easy  to  \nrime  a  loneliness  of  two  ten 
times  worse  than  a  loneliness  of  one. 


? 


I  can  imagine  n  ■'thing  farther  removed 
from  the  modest,  refined,  intellectual 
w,)man,  than  the  gaudv  lady  of  the  street. 
I  can  imaLiine  nothing  farther  removed  from 
tlie  upright,  self-resp. rtmg,  manly  man,  than 
die  self-indulging,  worldly  gentleman  of  a 
depraved  society. 


W 
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It  is  noticeable  that  the  dictatorial  de- 
cided persons  are  those  most  given  to 
chancre  their   niinds  suddenly. 

That  which  we  are  thinking  about  most 
we  are  lea'^t  apt  to  talk  about. 

Life  resembles  a  great  machine.  It  is 
composed  of  many  parts,  each  part  having 
a  diffeu-nt  purpose,  yet  all  the  parts  contri- 
l)Uting  to  one  eiul,  making  one  whole. 

Trees  may  live  centuries.  Not  so  man. 
This  looks  strange.  One  would  expect  th(; 
more  highly  endowed  life  to  have  been  given 
capacity  for  longest  life. 


Could  we  eliminate  pain  we  need  no 
better  world  than  this. 

In  llie  realm  oi  mind  we  know  not  what 
is  preparing.  So  surely  as  Nature  objectifies 
what  is  in  her,  so  surely  it  becomes  wliat  we 
call  dead,  and  falls  like  a  withered  leaf. 


Eli 


1 


1  I 


4-       ECIIOKS    FROM    THE    SOLITl'DES 

Humanity  may  be  pardoned  a  defiant 
mood.  There  is  so  much  unavoidable 
suffering,  so  much  pure  tragedy,  that  is  it 
any  wonder  the  spirit  recoils  at  times  ?  In 
fact  there  is  an  attitude  of  defiance  that 
suggests  the  best  health. 


i'l. 


Each  of  us  being  to  a  large  extent  of 
necessity  what  he  is,  we  cannot  reasonably 
be  long  angry  with  each  other. 

The  kaleidoscope  suggests  strange  ideas. 
Our  human  lives  depend  much  on  the 
relations  in  which  we  find  ourselves  to  each 
other.  The  change  of  relations  is  a  change 
of  pattern.  In  this  sense,  "  There  is  a  power 
that  sha{)cs  our  ends,  ^:c.   ..." 


The  companionship  of  a  blazing  log  is 
sweet,  or  a  beautiful  ILnver,  or  the  ripple  of 
a  brook. 


Ah  music!  Sweet  .song!  Thou  breath 
of  the  angels  !  The  dream  of  the  moon  and 
the    stars  1      Unfettered  art  thou.     Forever 
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dost  thou  soar.  Thou  hvest  in  the  heart 
and  speakest  to  the  heart — to  eaeh  heart 
in  its  own  hidden  tone.  Thou  severest 
none,  but  unitest  many.  Thou  hast  caught 
the  tears  of  the  clouds,  but  also  the  joyful 
notes  of  the  lark  that  to  heaven  springeth. 
'Tis  thine  to  call  to  glory ;  and  thine  to 
waft  to  the  celestial  heights  of  peace  ! 

In  my  life  already  tragedies  !  Know- 
ing so  much,  and  knowing  so  little  :  Ihat  is 
awful ! 

I  could  specify  some  things,  I  do  not  like 
in  Nature.  I  have  longed  to  get  (jutside 
her  tyranny.  Look  at  the  helpless  little 
mouse  tortured  by  the  cat.  Explain  me 
that ! 

As  lightning  flashes  from  the  clouds 
nnd  disappears,  so  music  is  evoked  from 
dull  notes  and  passes  into  siknce. 

(loethe  asked,  "  Po  we  suffer  most  from 
tlu'  ills  wi-  fear,  or  frum  those  that  actually 
happen  ?  " 
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Nature  works  just  the  same  on  Sunday 
as  on  .Monday.  Curious  are  the  restric- 
tions that  man  imposes  on  himself. 

What  a  power  resides  in  minute  things 
invisible  to  the  naked  eye.  A  man  suc- 
cumbs to  a  microbe! 

"  And  Balaam's  ass  spoke !  "  I  don't 
beheve  it.  That  a  parrot  should  speak  is 
miracle  enough  ! 

Life  resembles  a  panoramic  show.  The 
scenes  come  in  at  one  side  and  disa{)pear  at 
the  other. 

Let  us  j)roject  our  thought  far  along  the 
lonely  path,  and  speak  as  we  think. 

I  enjoy  nothing  so  much  as  intellectual 
work. 

The  solitude  of  country  life  in  proximity 
to  a  large  city,  I  Hnd  most  congenial. 

AVhentver,    as    now,    I    sec    the    crescent 
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moon  shine  out  upon  the  calm  sky  of  even- 
ings I  ft;el  as  ihough  my  mother  looked  at 
me  with  blessing:  then  the  Past  comes 
clear  before  my  soul,  and  all  the  sweetness 
of  the  years  ere  I  had  looked  on  death. 
Arc  D'Ktoii.k,  Paris,  April-],  1901- 

If  the  gods  had  given  me  my  choice  of 

wings  or  feet,  I   would  have  chosen  wings. 

From  the  time  when   I  could  think   I  have 

lamented  the  want  of  wings  and  wondered 

at    their  omission   in   the  making  of   man. 

But  let   me    not    forget    the    wings    of  the 

Soul : — 

I  watcli  the  bird  •  that  hup  about  my  feet 
Across  the  leiiL^thenint^  shadows  on  the  lawn. 
And  see  them  perch  upon  the  slender  twin's 
And  lightly  sway  themselves  from  tree  to  tree, 
Then  soar  into  the  peaceful  blue  of  heaven, 
And  send  to  earth  a  pertect  tiood  of  song. 

Oft  will  m.an  envy  these  Ljlad  birds  their  wings. 
Forgetting  his  soul's  piinons,  that  can  lake 
Him  on  from  flower  to  flower  and  peak  to  peak, 
.\nd  upward  to  that  vast  ethereal  dome 
Beyond  where  bird  can  reach  or  wird  may  blow, 
And  bark  and  forth  through  all  the  L.Lnturies 
( From  age'^  past  lo  ages  yet  to  be), 
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Until,  as  free  iis  lark  in  yon  blue  sky, 
He  soars  in  the  pure  azure  of  his  thought, 
And  utters  songs  that  lilt  the  human  world. 

—  IVoodnotcs  in  ihc  Gloaming. 

The  world  shakes  off  its  superstitions 
slowly  and  with  pain.  Even  when  the 
Reason  calls  itself  free,  it  has  still  to  do 
battle  with  that  extraordinary  power  Custom, 
that  continues  to  hallow  many  a  form  from' 
which  the  spirit  has  long  since  flown.  O^s- 
tom  makes  a  slow  march  of 

"The  new  creed  of  science,  which  showeth  to  man 
How  he  darkly  I)ei;an, 
How  he  grew  from  a  cell  to  a  soul,  without  plan, 
How  he  breaks  like  a  wave  of  the  ocean,  and 

goes 

To  eternal  reiHise, 
A  tone   ilial    muV.   fade,   tho'    the   great    Music 
grows  !  " 


Rome,  1 894. —One  day  in  passing  by  the 
window  of  a  bookshop  in  Rome,  my  atten- 
tion was  arrested  l.y  a  few  remarkable  lines 
which  have  often  since  recurred  to  me. 
Looking  through  the  window  J  copied  the 
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words  with  a  pencil  on  the  hack  of  an  old 
envelope.     They  are  as  follows  : — 

FEDE  E  RAGIONE. 

"  Non  credere  nulle  senza  [jriiiia  osaniinaro,  ira 
credi  ogni  cosa  se  la  ragione  e  I'evidenza  ti  assicurano 
di  credere  ;  e  fa  di  non  conoscere  mai  il  pretjiudizio. 
In  qualunque  incontro  riceva  la  verita,  e  sjiosala  a 
dispelto  di  tutto  il  mondo."— FiLirpo  AliloUENTE, 
DagV  uisegnarncnti  del  Dntidi. 


I  close  these  pages  of  "  Echoes  from  the 
Solitudes"  with  the  words  of  Scotia's  im- 
mortal bard  : — 

"  O  ihat  I  had  the  power, 
I  know  that  I  have  the  wish, 
To  wipe  all  tears  from  all  eyes." 
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UN  BOUQUET  .  .  .  PETITES  FLEURS 
.  .  .  PRENEZ! 


"  QuAND  je  vous  livre  mon  poeme, 
Mon  coeur  ne  le  reconnait  plus ; 
Le  meilleur  demeure  en  moi-mcnie  : 
Mes  vrais  vers  ne  seront  pa,-,  lus." 

— Sui.ly-Prudhomme. 


I*'     I 
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Hmi.   n.y    luarl   auighl    lis    IcM   from 

wave, 
Us  si-h    -(mi  the  waii  «'f  the  wind, 
And  its  joy  Iroin  ihc  mornin- 


the 


lin-  star  ? 


iP 
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WiiATi-.'KK  hctidc,  shed  not  an  idle  tear, 
Man  is  a  f»lant  upon  this  earthly  sphere, 
To   ;j,row  and   bloom 


and   lade   and  disa[) 


pe 


ar. 


0  let  him  prize  his  transitory 


hour. 


A>  suninie 


And  die  con 


r  roses  deck  the  sunnncr  bower 


tcMl  I'  at  others  come  to  llower. 


Allotted  1;:  his  iilace  am 


1  t 


line  nv 


fat.: 


Whatever  wx.,  is  now,  or  coinelh.  late. 
Is  Nature's  secret— kr])t  inviolate. 


H 
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SONCx  OF  THE  FOREST  BIRD 


!l: 


] 


From  yoncler  grove  of  olive  trees, 
Borne  lightly  on  the  midnight  breeze, 

Resounds  the  wild  bird's  song  : 
A  carol  of  i)ure  joy  it  seems, 
Recalling  moonlit  rippling  streams, 

And  forests  dwelt  amo/  g. 

"  No  longer  sit  I  morbid  here," 

Cried  I,  "  whilst  thou,  bird,  warblest  clear 

The  message  sent  through  thee  : 
Dost  think  thy  song  is  all  thin'    )wn  ? 
In  truth  it  is  high  heaven's  alone  ! 

But  instruments  are  we. 


I'l 


For  '  inspiration  '  is  a  name — 
And  '  instinct '  also — for  the  tlame. 

The  fire  that  kindlcth  all, 
By  which  the  worlds  on  worlds  go  round. 
And  light  and  life  and  joy  abound, 

And  nations  rise  and  fall. 


n 


Echoes  from  the  Solitudes    55 

The  tunes  that  sound  through  Nature's  lute 
Are  played  by  breath  of  heaven,  or  mute 

Would  be  the  various  strings  : 
Our  songs  are  but  a  Heritage, 
Attuned  in  a  long  bygone  age, 

And  from  us,  too,  take  wings  ! 


Unconsciously  we  let  them  go. 
Expressions  of  our  mirth  or  woe. 

Upon  the  tide  of  hte  : 
Of  after-time,  perchance,  the  flowei.s — 
Those  ideal  thoughts— that  we  call  '  ours,' 

Which  light  our  present  state  !  " 

—  'frdunieieien. 


u 
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HUMANITY 

\VaM)I:ri:ks  all,  as  the  clouds  on    ne  sky, 
Restlessly  moving  like  waves  of  the  sea, 
Pondering;  even  as  sibyls  of  old, 
Reading  in  time  of  eternity  ! 
Flower  of  its  age  the  mysterious  soul, 
Fruit  of  ilie  past  is  it  seen  of  to-day. 
Fallen  the  kernel,  what  shall  outgrow? 
Prophecy  saith  not  what  hides  in  the  dawn. 
Broodeth  the  night  o'er  a  srusr  yet  unborn  ? 


t    I 


*       I 
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NOVEMBER 

TiiF.  night  advances  :  siars  begin  to  peep, 
And  suddenly  within  the  vaulted  deep 
The  Northern  lights  appear  in  endless  play. 
No  Autumn  there,  nor  >ign  of  death  I  find, 
But  inspiration  for  the  lofty  mind. 
If  earth    be   darkness,   somewhere    there    is 
day ! 

T,v  the  creik  at  home. 


, 


If 
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PROMISE 


i 


\ 


TiiKUK  is  a  deept-r  meaning  unto  life. 

How  shall  we  find  the  key  ? 
Is  there  a  latent  sense  wi;hin  the  soul — 

Merald  of  pro[)hecy  ? 

What  a,'ons  shall  the  mystic  soul  require 

Its  purpose  to  fulfil  ? 
How  many  seeming  deaths  in  its  career 

Must  he  accomplished  still  ? 

Romance  nor  history  an  answer  give ; 

But  oft  in  music's  tcme 
The  asjtirations  of  the  soul  are  heard 

("ailing  to  the  Unknown. 

And  ill  the  artist's  colours  we  can  trace 

The  glow  of  otlnr  skies. 
Illuminating  all  his  inner  world 

With  richer  harmonies. 
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While  not  a  poet's  song  but  is  a  sigh. 

Th'  ideal  that  he  sings 
He  never  can  embrace  :  aloft  and  on 

Eternally  it  wings ! 


4 
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TO  CHATTi:R'rON 

f(  )n  sfciiiL;  ihc  cnL;ra\inL,'  finm  ihe  painting;  by 
Ih'iuy  W.-illi-,  R.W.S.,  in  the  National  (lallciy  of 
IJritiNh  Artists.  The  ln)y-[)oct  t  .ok  a  dose  of  ar>'.nic 
ami  (lied  before  lie  was  iS.  ] 

Across  tlic  Lj,ulf  ot"  Tiine, 
O  child  of  genius  rare, 
My  si.iirit  calleth  ihitic  ! 
Thy  sonu;  brief  hut  suljhiiic, 
A  wail  of  proud  despair, 
Responsive  sj)eaks  to  uiinc. 

Unheeded  of  the  world, 
Like  to  a  trembling  lark 

On  Autumn's  withered  tree, 
Whose  fro/.en  leaves  are  hurled 
Trom  branches  cold  and  dark 
Away,  relentlessly, 
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Thy  heart  nigh  broken  turned, 
Hopeless,  from  earth's  hard  bed, 
And  quitting  mournfully 
The  page  by  which  yet  lourned 
Night's  lamp,  thy  spirit  fled 
l'"rom  us  too  silently. 


BELLI-.VUr.,  Sl-.INK, 

June  23,  1900. 
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THE  SEA  C.ULLS 

Alj,  day  I've  listened  to  the  sobbing  rain, 
And  to  the  wailing  of  the  wind-tossed  sea, 

The  restless  gulls  before  my  window-pane 
Are  flying  to  and  fro  continually. 

Unbridlfd  fancy  wandcreth  here  and  there, 
Seeking  somewhat  to  give  the  spirit  peace  ; 

Fair  hopes  arise  and  fall  like  birds  in  air : 
Must  it  be  thus  until  life's  struggle  cease? 

Torquay,  Devonsuirk, 
March  2S.  1896. 


!!  ' 
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AT  MV  WINDOW 

Thk  ^ire  burn.  low.    'Tis  ni^:;ht.    I  sit  alone. 

Wide  ocean  stretches  out  before. 
How  Its  dark  waves  roll  in  with  sullen  moan, 

Lapping  the  rocky,  rugged  shore  ! 

Shine  out,  fair  moon,  and  star,  of  heaven, 

shine  '. 
My  heart  is  on  the  treach  :ous  deep. 
Be  kind.  Iwth  wmd   and   wave!     To-aight 
combine 
To  lull  my  anxious  soui  to  sleep! 

Torquay,  1S96. 


i 
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IN    ABSENCE 

(for  music) 

Far,  far  away 
From  all  the  heart  holds  dear ; 

Far,  far  away 
From  all  that  youth  desired ; 
Yet  fairer  is  the  world  than  once  it  seemed, 
And    fairer    grows,    methinks,    than    all    I 
dreamed : 

Then  hope,  my  heart ! 


If  darkness  falls 
Upon  my  narrow  path, 

If  darkness  falls 

To  cloud  the  present  hour, 

Vet  suddenly  a  new  light  is  descried, 

And  all  my  world  within  is  glorified  ! 

Then  hope,  my  heart ! 
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What  do  '      i;no\v 
Thai  v.-t"  can  dare  affirm  ? 

What  do  we  know 
Created  to  er  'ure? 
The  >ky  is  not  more  changeable  than  we, 
And  not  more  fluctuating  is  the  sea. 
Then  hope,  my  heart ! 

1900. 


I 


K 
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THE  HERMIT  OF  THE  ENGADINE 

Hk  roves  'moncr  the  mou  itains, 
'I'h.c  trees  are  his  friends, 

The  earth  is  his  carpet, 
Sky  u\er  hini  hends. 

'I'he  1  (rooks  are  his  music. 
His  solace  the  flowers, 

In  whose  faces  he  u'azes — 
Their  heauty  oerpowers 

His  soul,  that  he  wonders 

Such  exijuisite  things 
Can  spring  -p  of  iheniselves. 

"  What  lx:auty,"  he  sings, 

"  I'"rniii  her  darkest  recesses, 

Whet  I-  tnysteries  lie, 
Earth  uiifuld^  in  lone  vn"   ys 

To  none  1/ut  the  si^y  '  " 


11 


I! 
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In  a  silence  he  lives 

That  no  city  sound  mars, 

Alone  with  the  forests, 
No  litiht  but  the  stars  ! 


Thk  Knc.adinf., 
Aii^'ust  1900. 
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TO  NATURE 

Naturk,  I  would  be  thy  child, 

Sit  and  worship  at  thy  feet, 
Read  the  truth  upon  thy  face, 

Wail  upon  thine  accent  sweet ; 
I  would  put  my  hand  in  thine. 

Bow  my  head  upon  thy  knee, 
Live  upon  thy  love  alone, 

Fearless,  trusting  all  to  thee. 


• 


1     ! 


jit 
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CHARITY 


I! 


Thou  askcst  not  to  know  the  creed, 
The  rank  or  name  is  naught  to  thee, 
Where'er  the  human  heart  cries  "  Help  ! 
Thy  kingdom  is,  O  charity  ! 


-r    r 
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MIDNIGHT 


A    RONDKL 


I)akkni,ss  fills  the  midnight  air, 
SiL;hs  the  melancholy  sea, 
Aimless  wander  uVr  the  lea 

Homeless  zephyrs  in  despair  ! 

Lone  my  spirit — full  of  care, 
\'carnin,L;,  asking;  to  i)e  tree! 

Darkness  fills  the  midnight  air, 
Sighs  the  melancholy  sea  ! 

Solitude  can  I  not  dare  ? 

Let  my  spirit  shame  f,ot  nie! 

Cast  aside  despondency ! 
Godlike  struggle  !   Godlike  lx>ar 
Darkness  fills  the  midnight  air' 


II 
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THH   FOREST 

How  solemn  is  tlv  forest,  dark  and  cool, 
Scai  cly    the    trees    have    left    the    sunliu,lit 

room, 
And  in  the  alley  dim.  'iwixt  towering  pines, 
I  walk  as  down  a  vast  cathedral  aisle 
Awe-stricken,  pausing  oftentimes  to  list 
The  silence,  broken  only  by  the  whispeiing 

leaves 
That  siuh  betimes,  touched  by  the  Summer 

wuid. 


A  temple  .    the  forest— a  retreat 
Which  one  ni  ly  seek  in  loneliness  of  heart 
And  therein  find  rei)ose,  companionship, 
As  if  a  nearness  to  the  unseen  i'ower 
Made  itself  felt,  and  nia  .  became  a  part 
Of     Mother     Nature,     breathmi;     wUh     her 
breath, 


r  h 


'I 

i    i 

I 
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Communing  with  her  e'en  as  with  a  friend, 
And  from  her  secret  altars  looking  up 
To  where  ihe  tree-tops  wave  in  the  free  air, 
And  higher  still  to  the  calm  firmament 
Of  tlie  night  sky  with  all  its  myriad  stars, 
Like  angel-messengers  of  love  and  pcMce. 

WoRisnoKKX,  Haykrn, 
2^(h  Sip  timber  1900. 


^i 
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THE  QUESTION  OF  QUESTIONS 

In  the  j^low  of  the  firelight  sitting, 

Alone  with  the  dying  y^ar, 
While  watching  the  red  flames  playing 

About  the  gnarled  logs  and  sere, 

The  ghost-like  silence  inviting 

My  fancy  to  tread  those  dim  aisles 

That  stretch  far  away  into  mist-land — 
The  Past's  uncountable  miles  ! 

My  earliest  thought  I  remember 

(The  same  that  I  ponder  this  hour), 

"  O  whence  our  mysterious  being, 
And  what  the  mysterious  Power  ?  " 

And  whithersoever  I've  wandered, 
'Mid  blossoming  fields  of  delight, 

Or  through  deep  abysses  of  sorrow, 
This  question  was  ever  in  sight. 


i    I 
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I  read  it  in  starlight  and  moonlight, 
It  speaks  in  the  ocean's  dull  roar, 

And  haunteth  the  silence,  the  darkness 
O  deathless  is  it,  I  implore  ? 

MCnchkn,  1 900 -1 90 1. 
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ON  SEEING  A  PANSY   IN  THE 
GARDEN 

Up  from  the  darkness  behold 
Springeth  the  loveliest  face, 

Tinted  of  tenderest  hues, 

Dowered  vvith  ineffable  grace. 

Darkness  and  silence  !     O  powers 
Unrecognised  till  the  bloom, 

Nurtured  in  your  loving  arms. 
Rises  above  the  cold  tomb ! 


t 
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O  GOWAN! 

0  GowAN  by  the  I^rook  side 
That  wakes  to  greet  the  Spring 

And  smihng  sky  of  azure, 

What  message  dost  thou  bring? 

Hast  heard  the  storm-wind  raging? 
Or  felt  the  frost  or  rain  ? 

1  thought  thee  dead,  frail  Gowan, 

Yet  here  thou  art  acrain  ! 
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REST 


V 


As  we  mount  higher  up  the  scale  of  Ufe, 
The  less  of  rest  doth  there  appear  to  l)e ; 
For  though  great  Nature    seem  awhile    to 

pause, 
And  silence  fill  the  cavern  of  the  night, 
And  though  the  clouds  lie  mute  like  sleeping 

gods. 
Life  conscious  is,  and  there's  no  rest  at  all. 
No  rest  at  all — or  only  perfect  rest : 
That  grand  repose  where  rest  and  work  are 

one  1 
The  rest  that  is  when  o'er  earth's  canopy 
The  northern  lights  keep  at  their  ceaseless 

play ; 
The  rest  that  is  when  hid  from  human  eye 
The  acorn  prophesies  the  coming  Spring ; 
The  rest  that  is  when  wearied  hands  lie  still 
While   thought   communeth   with    the    One 

Supreme ! 
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All,  all  is  still.      The  day  is  hid  in  night; 

Bui  soon  the  night  will  hide  within  the  day; 

And  noiseless  glides  the  chariot  of  the 
morn  ! 

All,  all  is  still.     This  hour  be  consecrate. 

My  spirit,  cjnward  I  Sell'-controlled,  self- 
poised, 

Till  this  unceasing,  everlasting  change 

Ivjconie  to  thee — as  to  the  Etern.al — resi .' 
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HORIZONS 

UroN  this  mountain-land  I  pause  to  view 
The  noble  landscape  glittering  in  the  sun — 
The  crowded  city  with  its  suburb  wide, 
The  villages,  and  then  the  rural  homes. 
Majestic,  farther  on,  the  river  flows. 
While  many  a  wooded  island  dots  its  breast. 

In  contemplation  of  the  far  away 
A  solemn  peacefulness  comes  o'er  thi    mind, 
Remembering  thougli  tli"  horizon  bounds  the 

view, 
It  limits  not  the  wondrous  universe. 


Close  now  my  eyes  upon  the  outer  world. 
Look  forth,  my  spirit  ;  with  an  earnest  gaze 
Survey  the  long,  dim  vista  (if  the  years. 
Does  there  appear  to  thee  a  sunset  line — - 
A  point  where  heaven  and  earth  would  seem 

to  met  ? 
Mount  but  another  step  and  thou  shalt  find 


I' 
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That  Time  it>clf  shall  lengthen  as  you  rise. 

The  souFs  hori/on,  is  it  not  the  tomh? 

That  line  which  marks  the  spirit's  heaven- 
ward flight, 

The  grave,  whicli  seems  to  say,  "  Behold,  the 
close !  " 
Successive  deaths  await  the  onward  soul — 

«'  Horizons  "  call  them — for  as  it  ascends 

The  sky  uplifis  her  gates,  mists  disappear. 

In  such  infinitude  the  spirit  rests ! 


H 


!    ( 


The  MouMAiN,  Monikkai., 


I 


i 
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THE  CARRIER  PIGEON 

[On  sccinc;  the  thousands  of  carrier  pia;enns  sent  from 
the  Trncadero,  Paris,  1JS95.  ] 

Stay,  gentle  bird,  I  hide  hcncalh  thy  \\hv^ 
A  messa^'C.     Bear  it  safely  yont  the  sea, 

Not  pausing  in  thy  flight  until  thou  hring 
From  one  afar  a  tokc;n  hack  to  me. 


'Neath   thy  soft   [)inion  would   that  I  might 
hide, 
Braving   the   tempest   and    the  darksome 
night  ; 
Ah,  cruel  fate,  that  I  must  here  anide. 

Wliile  thou,  frail  bird,  hast  power  to  take 
thy  flight. 
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TO  SPRING 

Now  hail  to  the  maiden  in  green  ! 
The  child  with  the  beauty  of  hope, 
Who  walks  in  the  pride  of  her  youth, 
And  dreams  of  her  life's  boundless  scope. 

She  singeth  hird-voiccd  the  new  joys, 
And  whisjiereth  love  to  the  flowers, 
While  wooing  the  wind  of  the  South, 
To  return  to  the  earth's  lonely  bowers. 

On  her  brow  is  the  gailand  of  gods. 
And  miracles  work  her  fair  hands. 
O'er  last  Autumn's  carj'et  of  leaves 
The  delicate  crocus  expands. 

ni'^h  heaven  grows  radiant  and  blue. 
The  valleys  a  jubilee  ring. 
From  \\  mter's  cold  chrysalis,  death, 
Emerges  man's  hope— the  child  Spring. 

J/rtl  7,  1900. 


il 
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NIGHT 


O   Night  of   death !      How   soun    in    thee 
to  rest  I 
Thy   soothing    darkness   and    thy   silence 

deep 
Lulhng  our  spirits  to  a  dreamless  sleep ! 

O   Night !      How   scant    our   knowledge    of 
ourselves  ! 
We  wonder  if  this  life  be  the  first  page 
(How  shall  a  child  th'  innumerable  gage  !) ! 

O  Night !      Inseparable  thou  from  day. 

This  thought    is    mankind's    consolation, 

hoi)e, 
Suggesting  unto  him  unbounded  scope. 

O  Night !      In  utter  ignorance  we  paint 
The  unturned   page — the   future's    larger 

day — 
With  our  poor  colours  fading  all  away. 


"i 
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O  Night !    Thy  sky  is  not  without  its  stars. 
Our  superstitions  fall  to  nulhty, 
While    Reason    heavenward    climbs    eter- 
nally ! 

Munich, /'^""'"J  '>  ^9*3'- 


'  I     ! 


Echoes  from  the  Solitedes    85 


DAWN 

[On  the  death  of  a  near  rclniive.] 

As  vvhen  at  early  dawn  before  a  sound 
Hath  broken  the  tranquillity  of  night, 
Ere  e'en  the  distant  hills  come  into  si-ht 

Or  pearly  dew  hath  risen  from  the  ground, 

Just  as  the  rays  of  uentle  morn  appear, 
Kissing  the  meadows,  wakening  a  smile 
Upon  the  opening  daisies— earth  awhile 

Continuing  in  slumber  calm,  so  here 

Upon  this  face  where  Death  hath  laid  his 
hand 
A  peacefulness  is  seen  ;  as  though  a  gleam 
Had  touched  his  soul  from   yonder  spirit- 
land, 
And  held  it  still  enraptured  of  its  dream ; 
As  it  from  darkness  into  radiant  day 

He  must  have  passed  in  blissfulness  away. 

ZuRiCH,/a//7/tir>'  1894. 
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THE  AFTERGLOW 

It  is  the  aftert,^low.     The  dying  sun 
Went  down  behind  yon  distant  purple  hill 
Where  sleep  the  (luiet  dead,  while  breezes 

still 
A  solemn  requiem  chant  ere  day  he  done. 
Full  o'er  the  city  yet,  in  beauty  rare, 
SlMne  rosy  beams  that  touch  the  countless 

spires, 
And  i)lay  upon  the  rushing  river  there. 
Illume  the  leaden  sky  with  crimson  fires 
More  splendid  far   than  when  at   noontide 

hour 
The  sun  was  in  the  zenith  of  his  power. 

O  dead  and  gone— is  this  the  afterglow  ! 
From  hidden  moss-grown  graves  behind  yon 

hill 
A  soft  effulgence  seemeth  yet  to  flow— 
A  subtle  de  that  binds  us  closer  still, 
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And  kindles  in  our  spirits'  clouded  skies 
A  fire  of  hope  that  never,  never  dies  : 
Bright    picture    unto    ^vhich    souls    trouble- 

tossed 
Have  turned,  in  Ik^Iv  contemplation  lost, 
Forgetting    earth's  wild    turmoil,  lute,   and 

To  dream  a  dream  of  love's  unending  life. 


MoNTREAi ,  Canada. 
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' 


IDEALS 


Not   for  the  deed   that's  done  is   this   our 
praise  ; 
Not   to  the  word   that's   written  bow  we 

ilown  ; 
'Tis  something;  greater  far  that  we  would 


crown 


The  hi^^hest  work  a  higher   thought  can 
raise. 
Wlien  hfe  is  painted  m  some  nohle  phase, 
And  skilful  art  has  incriied  renown, 
The  artist  to  himself  \>ill  sadly  own 
How   fcchly  he   his   souks  clear    thought 
conveys. 
The  picture'>  but  a  symbol  from  his  hand. 
And  syiiiboliscs  to  /lis  mind  alone 
The  fulness  of  his  fancy's  brightest  gleam  : 
Admiring  crowds  will  gaze— an  endkss  band, 
And  deem  they  follow  out  each  thought 

and  tone  ; 
But    hardly    one    will    catch    the    artist's 
dream. 


KcnoE 


.::s  KRO;..    .lii^  bOLin'DEs     89 


AH,   ROSE  so  SWEET  ! 

Ah,   Rose    so    sNveci:    the    sweetest    of   all 
flowers  ; 
No  sister  hast  thou  to  compare  wiih  ihce  ; 
Rich,  poor,  and  wise  and  simple,  watch  to 

see 
lliy  early  bloom,  thou  queen  of  summer 

l)owers  ! 
«'  Hush  1  '•'  spake  a  pleading  voice,  "  no  bios- 

som  towers 
Supreme  o'er  all  her  sl.ters  ol  the  lea  ; 
Associate  are  flowers  l»y  you  and  me     _ 
With  Time  and  Place,— from  these  derive 

their  powers. 

"The  yellow  Broom  that  decks   my  native 
shore  .   , 

And  fragrant  Heather  on  the  mountam  s 

brow. 
Forever  must  my  truest  favourites  stand  ; 
To  me  they're  linked  with  all  poetic  lore, 
And  memory  dwells  with  pride  upon  them 

Loved  emblems  of  a  wild,  romantic  land  !  " 
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THOUcniT 


t 


Serene  is  yon  dcrp  hluc  expanse  above — 
IJrii^ht    syiiihul    ot    ihc    tranquil     human 

mind — • 
The   hurricane   well   passed;    now    calm, 

resiL;ned, 
And  shinini;  with  the  universal  love. 
Low  down  upon  that  placid  hrow  of  heaven, 
A  floatinsi;  cloud,  as  if  it  sought  a  star, 
i5y  music-lovi.ig  summer  winds  up-driven, 
Appears — a  white-winged  thought  blown 
from  afar. 
Transcendent  thought !  with  thee  in  gloomy 
fears, 
We  mourning  sink  into  the  vale  of  tears. 
Forsaking  not  the  sorrow  o*"  thy  night ; 
Or  joyful  follow  in  thy  glorious  lead, 

To  wander  with  thee  through   the  starry 

mead, 
Companions  of  thy  glory,  of  thy  light. 
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THE  IDEAL 


u  What  now  is  thine  Meal?"  asks  a  fnend. 
As  with  an  earnest  i;lance  he  turns  to  me  ; 
'.  Each  one  hath  his  own  vision  ;  let  us  see 
Wherein    these  differ,   and    whereto   they 

tend. 
Think  of  the  world  that  is  :   of  what  "  mignt 

be"; 

Of  what  was  lovrlicst  to  you  lonu  ago- 


rhe    shattered    ideals-place    them   i 


n   a 


row — 


Beginnini' 


wi 


ih  the  years  of  infancy. 


I  strove  then  to  call  up  the  vanished  past— 

.1    picture    of    the 


A    swift  -  drawn    ment. 


w 


holt 


Tracing  e 


ach  aim  unto  the  presenl  hour 


But  words  were 
But   say  :    " 


haltitv. 


am 


1  1  couUl  at  last 


O   sky-ward    looking,    fleet- 


winged  soul  ! 


Earth. 


,ih     ni)     name    to- 


thine    ideal 


flower. 


I 


!■ 
'    \ 
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LONG  AGO 

At  evening  as  the  shadows  softly  fall, 
And  stars  upon  [h-  sky  begin  to  peep, 
When  hands  lie  folded  and  the  weary  sleep, 
While  silence  reigns  supreme  above  us  all, 

Comes  "  Long  Ago,"  with  ghostly  tread  to 


me, 


And,  smiling,  takes  me  geiUly  by  the  hand, 
Leadir  ;   me  back  through   that   mysterious 

land 
Which  only  with  the  mental  eyes  we  see. 

Within  the  precincts  of  the  Past's  dim  halls, 
Secured  from  every  earthly  jar  or  fret, 
A  peace  iiu'ffable  upon  me  falls; 
I':nrapt  in  holy  calm  I  c.n  forget 
That  the  procession  of  the  cruel  years 
Leaves   us  with    aching    hearts   and   full    of 
tears  ! 


li 
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THE  ANGEL  OE   DEATH 

[Suggested  by  Watts'  picture] 

TiKKD  spirit,  come  !      Lo  !  the  celestial  light 
Encornpasseth  thee,  and  above  thy  head 
A  halo  is.     Oi^  earth  they  call  thee  dead. 

Alone  thou  art  not  tor  thy  heavenly  flight : 

I,  angel  from  on  high,  am  sent  for  thee  ; 
Encircled  now  hy  my  protecting  arms, 
I  hear  thee  far  beyond  all  earth's  alarms— 

Thou  weary  >oul,  confide  thyself  to  me '. 

Now  and  forevermore  doth  sorrow  cease, 
And  jealousy  md  envy,  toil  and  strife, 
Eor  the  supernal  Goodness  reigns  above. 

My  touch  shall  give  thee  everlasting  peace ; 
And  from  my  breath  diou  hast  immortal 

life ; 
My    kiss   ...    ah,    shrink     not   ...   is 

eternal  Eove. 
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HYMN 


fl  conclude  Part  II.  of  "Echoes  from  the  Soli- 
tudes" by  (lUdliiii;  my  father's  hymn,  which  was 
inserted  in  a  Gla>gow  hymn-book  called  "Hymns 
and  Anthems."] 

Mv.'^TF.Rious  soul  :  thou  wondrous  power, 
Not  compassed  by  the  passing  hour, 
IJut  boundless,  unconfmed  and  free; 
This  earth  is  not  a  home  for  thee. 


!    • 


No  orb's  thy  home:   thou  soar'st  away 
l^cyond  light's  farthest  piercing  ray  ; 
On  through  the  botmdless  realms  of  space, 
Immensity's  thy  dwelling-place ! 

Mysterious  soul !  thy  course  sublime 
Not  fettered  is  by  years  of  time ; 
Nor  past  nor  future  limits  thee — 
Thou  livest  in  eternity  1 
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Thou  necd'sl  no  passport  for  the  tomb, 
No  light  to  guide  thee  through  its  gloom  ; 
For  thou  art  life  and  light  combined— 
A  ray  of  the  Eternal  Mind  '. 


FINIS 
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